

''“Wid my Sprig of Siulialauh I’ll crack your ould noddle, 
To he wak'd from. such. Dreaming’s the Devil I say. w 


Price 2 L 


A much aiunirA d o mu' Sxntg, 


SUNG BY 


Ent . Sta.Hall. 


of the 


oAI ' -t/Zfy/7^ 


1 ’iovn to 6 ooi> luck. 


SE D'fi <E£i 'PEAiLnlE'I. 


L t> ?1 D t) n 

PiiblCsliMJurtk^TrorvrietorbyM^Ur&C? Wourl/ncr Strwl, So?u>. 

Jiftif n iruiy be Juid, by TAe sasne.MJurr 

The CeleJorated Comic Song* of MOLLY CREE, Sun$ by Mf Po wer. 2l_ 


From the collections of Sydney Living Museums / Historic Houses Trust of NSW 


From the collections of Sydney Living Museums / Historic Houses Trust of NSW 



/ 




From the collections of Sydney Living Museums / Historic Houses Trust of NSW 


I 




I 


2 






— 

V 

s. — 

r. 

fc : 

- H 

»■ ■. « -* ■■ •» 

m 


• # 

a 



love and good liv _ _ _ ing dis _ turh’d my 

i 


re _ _ _ 


J i 


r 

f 


1 


pose 

n\ 


. i 


m 


4 — i- 


i 


r* 

1 


i 


Paddy’s Dream, 
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my eyes in liquor, and over my ears in love whispering soft nonsense to Molly ashtore and 
Singing 

J ( Chorus ) ^ 
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I drcam’d while at home a courting sweet Molly 
I was eating minced Pies in a Pastry Cook’s shop 
And with love and good liquor was getting so jolly 
Had you seen me lin sure you’d have long’d for a drop 
Such dishes I’d swear never grew in Kilkenny 
Or before touch’d the lips of poor Paudeen Pliane 
Arrah, troth, could I dream the same night, noon and morning 
I’d never go back to Kilkenny again. 

(S P O K E JV .)Och such a dream, its only delusion, says Moll y it was 
elligant eating and drinking says I, only let me dream 
such delusions always waking and sleeping and 1 11 _ Sing 

( Chor it S .) Fu ru lu Philalloo, whack foil de riddle 

Sing Wirishtrew, Hubaboo, whack fall de ray. 

With my bit of Sh'ellalah, 111 dance to the Fiddle 
To a drop of good Whiskey I’d never say nay. 

3 

Next night to my bed I went soon in the morning 

In hopes such another sweet dream to obtain 

When zounds you’ll believe me I drained that ould Wliackem 

Was bringing me back to Kilkenny again 

So I laid me stock still, both trembling and shaking 

My hair stiff as Pitch forks, stuck out from my head 

Till the day light appearing, I bid him good morning 

And swore he’d ne’er catch me afore I was dead . 

(Spoken.) The first wink of day brought back my courage, so I bawls 
giving a flourish of the Alpeen only make yourself invisible to 

my eyes now and see how soon 111 measure you for anew 

* 

wig, ah faith III lend you such a 

(CHORUS.) Philalloo, Wirishtrew, whack foil de raddle 
Hubaboo, Clare-aboo, now fire away 

Wid my sprig of Shellalah III crack your ould noddle 
To be waked from such dreaming s the devil I say. 

Paddy’s Dream . 
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